Towards eight o'clock that morning, the 2nd
July, he returned to the Residency building with his
nephew George after a final round of inspection. As
it was already very hot they lay down in their
clothes on their beds, which were side by side in the
same room a few feet apart. There was a cooly
sitting on the floor pulling the punkah. Lawrence
asked Captain Wilson, his Deputy Assistant Adjutant
General, to draw up a memorandum on the issue
of rations. Wilson reminded him of his promise to
move to a lower room, but Lawrence replied that he
was too tired at present and would rest for a couple
of hours before having his things carried down.
Wilson then retired into the next room, returning
in half an hour with his memorandum. He stood
between the two beds, on the right hand side of Sir
Henry's, with one knee resting on the bed. He had
read out what he had written, and Lawrence had
just begun to suggest certain alterations, when a
second shell burst in the room. There was a red
glare and a shattering report; then darkness.
Wilson was knocked onto the floor, where he lay for
a few seconds, stunned. On scrambling up he found
that he was slightly wounded in the back, half of
his shirt being blown away. There was nothing to
be seen for the smoke and dust, nor was there any
sound from either bed. He asked in great alarm:
*Sir Henry, are you hurt?'
There was no answer. He said again:
'Sir Henry, are you hurt?'
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